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Chapter One 


Chapter One 


Jon's stomach did a little flip as he thought of what he was about to do. He pulled the curtains then dropped 
his bathrobe to the floor, as he walked over to his closet he stroked his hand against his throbbing erection. 
He continued to play with his cock as he pulled a battered shoebox from the back of the closet and put it on 
the floor by the bed. He knelt down and opened the box and removed some of the contents. 


He first picked up a set of large metal cuffs, carefully placing the key to them by his right foot he snapped 
the cold metal around right ankle, then spreading his knees he put his ankles together and snapped the other 
cuff round his left ankle, then pulled his ankles apart enough to feel the metal bite into his skin. He took a wide 
strip of black velvet and tied it over his eyes, then after sucking a couple of fingers into his mouth and 
covering them with spit he lowered the hand behind himself, letting the moist digits nudge at his asshole. 


Richie walked silently up the stairs and along the landing, as he neared the bedroom he could hear Jon's loud 
groans of pleasure, when he got to the open door he stood and watched as Jon fucked himself hard with two 
fingers while tugging violently on his cock with the other hand. Richie smiled as Jon's groans became words. 


"Master.. please Master let me cum, Ohhh Yesss.. Master let me..." 


Jon thrashed against his hands, his cock jumping around, a steady stream of pre-come dribbling over his 
fingers, a few seconds later Jon tensed, his whole body went taught against his bindings. 


"Oh, God, Richiiieeee!" Jon shouted as his cock spurted several times, his cum shooting up in an arch to land on 


the floor in front of him. 


As Jon recovered from his climax Richie made his way silently back down the stairs, a wide smile across his 


face, a plan forming in his mind. 

Several weeks later. 

"| feel like getting pissed tonight," Richie stated as he and Jon sat on the couch in Richie's lounge. 
"Sounds good," Jon agreed as he downed the rest of his second bottle of beer. 


Richie got up and went through to the kitchen He came back with a large bottle of tequila and a couple of 
shot glasses and poured them each a glass. 


"Wanna play a game?" Richie asked once Jon had drunk several shots of tequila. 
"What sort of game?" Jon slurred. 


"Truth or dare, but instead of the dare if you don't want to answer the question you have to down three 


fingers of this." He handed Jon the bottle of tequila. 
"Ok," Jon giggled. 


Richie started off with some silly questions all of which Jon answered. Between each question Richie passed Jon 
a shot of tequila, which Jon downed without thinking. After a while Jon was well and truly pissed, he answered 
questions which were getting more and more risqué. Finally Richie judged that it was time to start the 


interrogation. 


"Do you fancy me?" he asked innocently. 


The next morning Jon woke up with a monster of a headache, he was sprawled on Richie's couch with a blanket 
thrown over him, he sat for a few minutes rubbing his head then slowly and carefully got up and went to the 
bathroom, then rummaged around for some aspirin. After pouring himself a strong black coffee he sat down 
at the kitchen table. Some time later he heard Richie moving about upstairs, it was then that it hit him. He 
had told Richie everything last night, all about his attraction to him, his master and slave fantasy, his dreams 
of being whipped and tortured. His stomach lurched, his face flushed, his head pounded. 


Jon only just got to the toilet in time. He knelt on the floor as he lost the contents of his stomach into the 


bowl, he was still kneeling there when Richie came downstairs. 


"On your knees for me already Jon? Well you are keen," Richie laughed as he entered the bathroom. "Get in the 
shower Jon, it'll make you feel better, I'll go and make us some breakfast.” 


Jon, flushed with embarrassment waited until Richie had gone then got up and started the shower, he stood 
under the hot water letting it cascade down is body, he stayed in the shower for quite a while, putting off 
facing Richie. When he finally got out he pulled on his Jeans and picked up his t-shirt, finding that he had got 
puke on the front of it he left it in the bathroom and walked through to the kitchen taking a couple of deep 
breaths as he entered. He poured a cup of coffee from the pot and sat down nervously, he couldn't look Richie 
in the face his embarrassment was so intense, his heart was racing, his stomach lurched and he was quite 
aware that his face was bright red. As he nursed his coffee and Richie dished up breakfast he realised that 
Richie wasn't treating him any different to usual. Jon started to calm down as Richie chatted about the band 
and the song they were currently working on. By the time they had finished eating Jon had totally relaxed. He 
put down his knife and fork and rubbed his still aching head. 


"Come with me Jon, | know just what you need" Richie lead the way upstairs, Jon knew that Richie had had a 
lot of building work done recently but had not expected such a change to the upstairs of the house. Richie's 
room was massive, at one end of the room was the kingsize bed covered with black and silver Egyptian cotton 
sheets, a huge flat screen TV was set into the facing wall. Richie led Jon through the room to the en-suite 
bathroom, which had been expanded to accommodate a large hot-tub. 


Jon watched as Richie turned on the pumps, and dipped his fingers into the hot swirling water. 
"Well what are you waiting for? Jump in," Richie said as he undid his shirt. 

| haven't got any shorts," Jon replied. 

"Who says you need any?" Richie said as he dropped his shirt on the floor. 


Jon couldn't tear his eyes away as he watched Richie strip, each item of clothing revealed another delectable 
part of Richie's body. Jon undid his jeans and dropped them to the floor barely realizing what he was doing. He 
was entranced by the sight of Richie's cock that was growing to an impressive size under his stare. Jon was 
suddenly aware that his own cock was rock hard, he quickly covered it with a hand hoping Richie hadn't noticed. 
He climbed into the tub and Richie followed. 


After about twenty minutes Richie stood up. Jon gasped as he came face to face with Richie's cock; he was so 
tempted to just take it in his mouth and worship it. He licked his lips as he watched Richie climb out of the 
water and grab a towel. He flushed a deep red when he realised that Richie was watching him and looked away. 
Richie then shocked the hell out of him by leaning over and pressing a kiss to his lips. As Jon stared at him in 
amazement Richie spoke. 


"Now's your chance to live your fantasy, if you want me to be your master come downstairs naked and kneel 
at the study door. If you don't want to, you can borrow some of my clothes and we'll carry on as normal. 


You've got one hour to decide." 


Jon nodded, speechless, and watched Richie leave. 


chapter two 


Chapter two 


Jon did not need to think about making his decision There was no way he could pass up this opportunity, but 
the shock of the offer mixed with the excitement and nervousness freaked him out quite a bit. He sat in the 
swirling water for several minutes just trying to get his head together and calm himself down. His heart was 
beating faster than Tico's drums, his stomach was a mass of butterflies, his cock was throbbing and his hands 
were shaking. He climbed out of the tub on trembling legs and clumsily dried himself off. It was about fifteen 


minutes before he slowly made his way downstairs. 


Jon had a sudden burst of nerves as he got to the bottom of the stairs, what if this was a trick? Was Richie 
just winding him up? Was he just about to make a huge fool of himself? He stopped and took a few deep 
breaths then headed for the study door and knelt down. When Richie turned to look at him Jon flushed and 
looked down. He could not believe he was doing this, he was giving himself to another man, to Richie. He 
pictured how he must appear; red faced, shaking, kneeling at the feet of his best friend, totally naked and 
sporting a hard and dripping cock. 


Richie bent down and lifted Jon's chin with a gentle hand, forcing Jon to look at him. He gave Jon a kiss then 


looped a chain around Jon's neck like a dog's choke chain 


"For the next two weeks you belong to me, you will call me master and obey me at all times. At the end of 


that time we will decide whether to continue, or go back to how we were. Is that ok with you?" 
Jon, unable to speak just nodded 


Jon followed as Richie led him through the house and up the stairs. They walked into Richie's room and 
through a door that Jon had not noticed before. Jon gasped as Richie pulled him into the room. Against one 
wall was a bed and closet, the other side there was a whipping horse, some stocks and various other bits of 
equipment. In a corner behind a partition was a toilet, washbasin and shower. The whole room was painted in a 
pale grey, there was a single strip-light in the centre of the ceiling, the bed was covered with a grey blanket. 


It struck Jon as more of a cell than a bedroom. 


"This will be your room for now Jon. If you are good | may make some changes and improvements to it” Richie 


stood glaring at Jon as he looked round. 


Suddenly Jon realised what Richie was waiting for and kneeled down at his feet. Richie leaned casually against 
the door as he spoke again. 


"Whenever you are with me you will assume the kneeling position you are in unless | direct you otherwise. 


When walking you will remain behind me, when | stop for more than a couple of minutes you will kneel. You will 


look at the floor at all times, whether walking, standing, or kneeling. Have you got that?" 
"Yes, Master." Jon's stomach did a little flip as he spoke the words he had been waiting for so long to say. 


"Now the rules. Firstly you must do everything that | say, any refusal or hesitation will be punished. You will 
not speak to anyone but me unless | give you permission to do so. | will provide your food and drink, you will 
eat and drink everything | give you. When you are in this room in your own time you may drink water from 
the tap. You will wear only the clothes | have provided. They are in the closet and each outfit is numbered. | 
will tell you which outfit to wear, if | do not tell you to dress you will remain naked. Is this understood?" 


"Yes, Master." 


"One last thing, a lot of the time you will find yourself sexually frustrated because | will only let you cum 
when | feel you have earned it. If | find you have given yourself pleasure at any time you will be punished 


severely. Now do you have any questions?" 

"No, Master: 

"Good. Have you ever sucked cock before?" Richie asked 
'N.no, | havent" Jon mumbled as his face filled with colour. 


"I am not going to tell you how to do it, | expect you to work it out for yourself, but if | feel teeth you will 
get five lashes of my belt for each time, and if | am not deep in your throat when | cum, well, let's just say 


you won't be able to sit down for quite a while." 


Before Jon had time to reply, Richie had undone his trousers and his cock was pushing at Jon's lips. Jon closed 
his eyes and savoured the sensation before letting his tongue slip out to lick it. He was surprised by the sweet 
musky scent and swirled his tongue around the head before taking it into his mouth. Jon caressed it with his 
tongue, getting used to having his mouth full of hot flesh as he sucked gently then slowly let more of the 
length slip into his mouth. It felt amazing. His own cock was hard and throbbing as he worshiped the solid 
length that was pulsing in his mouth. He almost smiled around the flesh as he heard Richie groan. He brought 
one hand up and massaged Richie's balls as he tried to take the cock deeper. Remembering what he had 
enjoyed when on the receiving end of a good blow he alternated sucking hard with swirling his tongue, then he 
moaned as he tasted pre-come. Richie's cock twitched as the sound escaped his lips so he moaned again. 
Getting the same reaction he then drew back swirling his tongue around the head again. He tried to take it 
deep into his throat. When his gag reflex kicked in he wasn't expecting it and quickly drew back in surprise, 
accidentally catching his teeth on the skin 


"Five lashes later." Richie breathed. 


Jon took a breath and sank his face onto the cock again, taking his time to take it deeper. When he felt it pulse 
and Richie groaned he knew he was going to have to get past his gag reflex quickly. He let it get to the point 


then as he gagged he tried to force it past and into his throat. Richie suddenly went wild and his hips pistoned. 
Jon found himself unable to breath. He tried to steady Richie with a hand on his hip and pulled back enough to 
take a deep breath before trying again. He felt Richie stiffen and then his mouth was suddenly flooded with hot 
sweet liquid. Jon moaned as he swallowed, he had never tasted anything so good before, it was so sweet and 
musky. Richie pulled out quickly and Jon licked his lips and gazed at Richie's cock as it moved away from him. 
Hopefully Richie would let him worship it again soon. He watched as Richie tucked it back into his jeans. It was 
then that Jon realised he had failed. Richie had cum in his mouth, not in his throat. He was now due his first 


punishment; his stomach fluttered as the nerves set in. 


Richie smiled at the look of fear and excitement on Jon's face. He could not wait to see Jon squirm in pain and 
pleasure as his cute tight bum got it's first beating. He just hoped that Jon would enjoy it as much as he 
would. 


When Jon's breathing had steadied Richie picked up the chain and pulled gently on it. Jon was trembling as he 
followed Richie across the room. Richie told Jon to lean over the table, then fixed Jon's hands and feet in cuffs 
attached to the table. He noticed that Jon's cock was softening as Jon got more and more nervous. Richie ran 
a fingertip up the smooth shaft and heard Jon sigh as his cock hardened a little. He continued to play with it 


until it became steel hard and dripping and Jon was panting and moaning. 


With the other hand he undid his belt and slipped it out of the loops on his jeans. He held the buckle in his 
hand and wrapped the belt around once. Then without any warning he let go of Jon's cock, stepped back and 
swung the belt in a quick movement. Jon screamed as the fire scorched across his ass. His cock instantly 


shrank and his knees wobbled as the belt fell again 


He cried out at every lash and tears ran down his face but soon he was bucking his hips up to meet the belt 
as the pain became laced with pleasure. He felt his cock swell and pulse as the belt continued to fall, then 
suddenly he was shooting his load. He howled and bucked harder, his cock sending a rain of cum to the floor. It 
seemed never ending as his balls emptied, the lashes still fell on his burning ass. His hips still bucked and tears 
still ran down his face. Eventually his knees gave way and he slumped on the table. Richie stopped lashing him 


and put the belt down He undid the cuffs and gently lowered Jon to the floor. 


Jon winced as he knelt down His ass burning as he tried to lower it onto his heels so he leaned forwards so 
his weight was on his hands. He was panting harshly, his eyes were blurry, he felt amazing. He had never felt 
a release so great as he had experienced from the whipping. His climax had been amazing, long lasting, more 
powerful than ever before. It had left his body quivering, burning, throbbing, his mind was jumbled. He could do 
nothing but kneel there and shake. 


"| don't remember giving you permission to cum!" Richie stood looking down at Jon. "I think you had better lick 


it all up while you are on your hands and knees." 


Jon looked up at Richie nervously, surely he didn't honestly expect him to lick the floor? "You have got to be 
kidding!" Jon said without thinking. 


"No, I'm not kidding. Now are you gonna obey me or do you need some more of the belt?" Richie slapped Jon's 


ass as he spoke. 
To be continued... 
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three 


Chapter three 

Jon yelped as the hand hit his still tender ass, there was no way he wanted more of the belt today and he had 
agreed to do whatever Richie told him. He had known that he wouldn't like some of the things that Richie would 
make him do, that was part of the excitement; being forced into things that freaked him out, being under 
someone else's command, but he had never expected this; this was just gross. He closed his eyes and took a 
couple of deep breaths then crawled forwards. Jon felt slightly nauseous as he reached the spattering of cum 
on the pale tiles, grateful that they looked fairly clean he cautiously looked back at Richie, then bent down low 
to lick the floor. 


He tasted the cold sperm and dust off the floor and his stomach lurched as he tried to swallow the cold 
stickiness and dust that had coated his tongue. He gritted his teeth and forced himself to continue. There was 


no way he was going to give up over something like this; it was just a case of mind over matter. 


Realising his hair was dragging on the floor and spreading the sticky liquid around, he tried to gather it in his 
hand and hold it out of the way, but found that he couldn't do that and crawl at the same time, he let go of 
his hair and continued to lick. Jon worked his way across the floor under the table, his mouth was dry and his 
stomach was lurching, yet he continued, every time he paused Richie would say his name in such a warning 


tone that he would continue again. 


Richie's cock throbbed in his jeans as he watched the pink tongue flick out like a cats to lap at the creamy 
liquid. He couldn't believe Jon was actually doing this, he had not expected him to submit so easily because he 
was usually such a strong person. His arousal grew as he thought of how much control he could have over 


Jon, how far would Jon go? He would have to test that over the next couple of weeks. 


He noticed that Jon had reached the end of the spatter and had turned round kneeling up as much as he could 
under the table with one hand pressed across his stomach. He could see that Jon's stomach muscles were 
contracting, his jaw was clenched and his eyes were closed as he tried not to vomit. Richie decided to give him 
something else to think about and unzipped his jeans, he was already rock hard and throbbing after watching 
Jon and took his cock in his hand and stroked it slowly, speeding up as he got into the rhythm. 


He saw Jon look up, saw his eyes dilate with lust, his face flush and his mouth open slightly. Richie wanked 
harder as he saw Jon's cock swell, as he used his other hand to massage his balls his cock jerked and pre- 


come dribbled down over his fingers. 


Jon was watching, panting, moving forward as if entranced, desperate to get his lips around the solid length of 
flesh, but he wasn't fast enough and the arch of cum sprayed over his face and chest and dripped down onto 


the floor. 


Jon wiped a finger down his chest and took it to his mouth sucking every trace of Richie off it, he looked up 


at Richie and saw a flash of raw lust cross his face and knew what he had to do. Jon leaned down and licked 


the drips of Richie's cum off the floor, then using his fingers he wiped the trails off his face and chest and 
brought them to his lips. He swirled his tongue around his fingers savouring every drop of the pearly white 
liquid moaning as he swallowed, finally he lifted the chain that hung from his neck and sucked the drops off the 
cold metal links, then bowing his head he held the end of the chain out to Richie. 


Richie took the chain from Jon's hand then stepped forward and tilted Jon's face up, he smiled as he saw the 
mixed emotions cross Jon's face; a mixture of lust and fear, embarrassment and exhaustion. Smears of drying 
cum shone on Jon's skin, the blond hair matted and tangled around his face, his lips were swollen and his eyes 
were still red from the tears he had shed earlier. Half of Richie wanted to kiss and comfort him, the other 
half wanted to make him cry again, but he knew that now was not the time for either, Jon had had enough for 
his first day, there was no point wearing him out completely. He loosened the chain from round Jon's neck and 


lifted it over his head. 


"You've done well today Jon, now its time for a little reward" Richie put the chain down on the table. "Can you 


stand up?" he asked, holding a hand out for Jon and smiling at the bewildered expression on Jon's face. 


Jon stood up and stretched before taking Richie's hand, then followed as Richie led him through to his 
bedroom. He watched quietly as Richie stripped his clothes and dropped them on a chair by the bed, desperate 
to reach out and touch the beautiful body that was revealed to him. 


Richie led him to the bathroom, handed Jon a toothbrush and paste and watched him clean his teeth, then 
invited him into the shower. The hot water cascaded over him and he melted into Richie's hands as they 
soaped his body and hair, whimpers and moans escaped his lips as Richie massaged his body clean. When Richie 
ghosted his fingers over his throbbing cock Jon groaned and thrust up into them, but the fingers danced away 
across his hips and round to squeeze his still sore buttocks. As Jon whimpered Richie took his hands and 


placed one on each of their cocks. 
"Keep it slow Jon, and don't come until | say so," Richie whispered into Jon's ear. 


Jon leaned his head back onto Richie's shoulder stroking his own cock slowly with his left hand, keeping a 
matching pace on Richie's cock with his right. When one of Richie's hands reached round to pinch his nipples 
and the other danced across his buttocks his breath became ragged as fire spread from both areas, shooting 
directly to his cock. Soon he was moaning Richie's name as the fingers on his ass slipped down to nudge at his 
entrance. When the first one slipped in aided by the soapy water that still cascaded over them, Jon froze, a 
strangled noise escaping his lips as he stopped himself from climaxing. As he relaxed again the finger moved 
inside him, sliding slowly in and out, then another joined it. All the time Jon was moaning Richie's name, 
thrusting his hips and struggling to keep a slow rhythm with his hands. By the time Richie was pushing his 
third finger in, Jon was almost screaming, he was having to pinch the head of his cock hard to stop himself 
from coming, his knees were trembling and his fist was pumping Richie's cock faster and faster, Richie was 


moaning gently into his ear, his cock thrusting into Jon's fingers as his fingers thrust into Jon's ass. 


Richie murmured into Jon's ear, "Come with me, now." 


"Yes... Yes.Oh God..Richiel" Jon screamed as Richie's teeth sank into his neck. 


His body took over, blood pulsing, heart racing, eyes rolling as shots of electric fire rushed down to his cock, 
spasms wracked his body as his balls emptied. He felt Richie's climax rush past his fingers, his legs trembled 
and Richie supported him as the last ebbs of his climax faded away, leaving him trembling, whimpering and 
breathless. 


Richie helped Jon out of the shower and wrapped him in a big fluffy towel, then dried himself off and pulled on 
a pair of pants. He helped Jon dry off, rubbing him gently with the towel, then blow drying and brushing his 
hair. Jon was exhausted, his body was still trembling and his eyes were half closed as Richie helped him back 
through to his room. The exertions of the day on top of his hang-over had been too much. He was relieved 
when Richie told him to get in bed. Jon cried out when he momentarily forgot about his sore ass and sat down 


heavily on the mattress. Richie opened a cupboard and took out a jar of cream. 


‘Lie on your front," Richie instructed, "this will ease the burning." He scooped some of the cream out and 


smeared it gently onto Jon's ass. 

"Mmm good," Jon murmured as Richie's dextrous fingers rubbed the cream in. 

"So, did you enjoy you're first day as my sex toy?" Richie asked quietly. 

"Mmm yeah, was good,” Jon replied sleepily "especially the shower, was amazing.” 

"Anything you didn't like?" 

"Licking the floor, was all dusty and nasty, didn't like that" 

Richie filed that little bit of information in his head, he could use that as a punishment again sometime. He 


watched as Jon drifted off to sleep then pulled the duvet up over him and turned off the light. 
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Chapter four 


The next morning Richie woke Jon up with a nudge. Jon sleepily brushed his hair off his face as Richie handed 


him a cup of coffee. 


"Wear outfit number two and be in the kitchen in half an hour for breakfast!" Richie gave Jon a quick kiss 
then left the room. 


Jon drank the coffee then climbed out of bed. He opened the closet and found the hanger marked with a 
number two, chuckling when he saw the black leather thong that he was to wear. While he had the door open 
he noticed that there was a full length mirror on the inside. He rubbed his face and ruffled his hair as he 
looked into it, then turned his back towards it to see if there were any signs left from the belt yesterday; his 


ass was certainly still a bit tender. 


Jon gasped as he saw the pale smudges of bruise that crisscrossed his pale flesh. As he turned back he 
noticed the deep purple mark on his neck. He leaned in closer and rubbed a finger over it. It was probably the 
biggest darkest hicky that he had ever had, how the hell was he going to explain who gave it to him if anyone 
saw it? He sighed and closed the closet door. 


"Today we've got to do some work," Richie told Jon after breakfast. "Tico and David are meeting us at the 
studio in a couple of hours. While we are there most of the rules don't apply. You will still wear what | tell you 


to, and of course you are not allowed to pleasure yourself, but you will act normal around them and me." 

"Yes, Master," Jon was slightly worried about seeing the others; what if they guessed something was going on? 
What if they asked about the hickey? Those were actually going to be the least of his worries as he soon 
found out. 


Richie led Jon through to his room again. Jon knelt on the floor while Richie looked through the closet. Richie 


pulled out a couple of items and hung them over the door. 


“Today is also going to be about self control. Is your ass still sore from yesterday?" Richie asked as he turned 
to Jon. 


"Yeah, | still can't sit down very easily." 


"Good. Well, unless you want it to be even sorer you will have to be very good today." Richie pulled Jon up to 


his feet. "Now bend over the table." 


Richie took a couple of items from a drawer and put them on the table next to Jon. 


"Now I'm going to fuck that tight little ass of yours, and although you will no doubt get pleasure from it, you 


are not allowed to climax. Do you understand?" 


"Yes, Master." Jon was already hard and straining to get out of the thong. Richie was going to fuck him; this 


was what he had been waiting for. 


"If you think you are going to lose control let me know and | will stop you from coming." 
"Yes, Master." 


Richie trailed his fingers down Jon's back watching the muscles flex as he passed over them. He undid the clip 
on the thong and let it fall to the floor, He reached for the lube and gave his fingers a generous coating, then 
rubbed his slippery digits down the crevice between Jon's buttocks, gently nudging at the tight puckered hole 
then letting one long finger slip inside. 


As Jon moaned and thrust his hips up to meet the fingers Richie slipped another one inside, then a third. He 
let his other hand slip round to stroke Jon's cock and balls and smiled as Jon started panting, then let his 
fingers brush over Jon's prostate. Jon's whole body went tense as he did it again. Richie felt Jon's balls tighten 
up ready. He gently nudged Jon's prostate again, wondering whether Jon would obey his instruction to inform 
him when he was about to come. He thrust his fingers faster, repeatedly brushing that sensitive spot, while 
the other hand pumped Jon's cock, catching the drops of liquid that pooled at the head and smearing them 
down the length. 


"Nnngh..Richie..gonna..," Jon grunted out as he fought the urge to climax. His eyes were tightly shut and his 


jaw clenched as he struggled for control. 


Richie slid his hand to the base of Jon's cock and squeezed it hard between his fingers, stilling his other hand 
at the same time. He held it there until he felt Jon relax under him, then he started moving again, bringing Jon 
back to the peak then letting him down again. 


Soon Jon was begging for release; his cock was aching, his mouth was dry, sweat poured off his body onto the 
metal table. He did not know how many times Richie had taken him to the edge then let him down, but each 


time he hoped he would be allowed the release he so desperately needed. 


Richie pulled his fingers out of Jon and gently helped him turn over. He looked down at Jon's flushed face and 
smiled. Jon was already looking well and truly fucked and Richie had hardly even started yet. It sure was going 
to be an interesting day. He reached over Jon and took hold of the manacles that were attached to the 
opposite edge of the table. 


As he closed the restraints over Jon's wrists he whispered in his ear. "Have you ever been fucked Jon? Have 
you ever had that tight little hole of yours violated? Have you ever had it stretched wide around a hard dick?" 
Richie stood back up and took his own cock in his hand as Jon moaned and writhed on the table pulling franticly 


against the restraints. "Do you want me to fuck you? Do you want me to stretch you wide? Do you want me 


to slam my cock into you? Do you want me to come deep in your ass?" 
"Yes..Richie..please..," Jon groaned as he watched Richie and struggled on the table. 


"Beg, Jon," Richie instructed as he pumped his own cock directly in front of Jon, "Beg me! Tell me what you 
want me to do!" 


"Richie..please...fuck..me..please fuck..." Jon struggled to get the words out. 
"Morel" Richie was on the point of climax, but he wanted to hear Jon say the words. 


"Oh god. Richie, please, fuck me hard. Please. Stretch me wide. Oh god. Make me come, please Richie. Fuck me, 


make me come, make me scream, fill me up with your cock Please. Richie. Richie. Please..." 


Richie shot his load over Jon with a grunt, then realising that Jon was just about to cum as well, he quickly 
grabbled Jon's cock and squeezed hard. 


‘Sorry, Jon, we're out of time. We've got to go to the studio now. We'll finish this when we get back," Richie 
chuckled. 


"No, Jon, not till | say you can" Richie slapped him hard on the hip. 


Jon yelped and looked up at Richie with tear filled eyes. "Please, don't make me go out like this, please," he 
begged. 


Richie undid the manacles and pulled Jon to his feet. "We ARE going to the studio, you are NOT to come until | 
say you can, and | don't want to hear any more of your whining about it! Now if you want to you can take a 
cold shower first, but remember | will be watching you." 


Richie watched as Jon meekly walked over to the shower: head hung low, cock straining up. When Jon turned 
the water onto cold and stepped in, Richie watched as Jon splashed a bit of shower gel into his hand and 
rubbed it into his face and chest. Then turned into the water so it poured down his front. He whimpered and 
grimaced as the water hit his cock. Richie watched as it shrank under the cold blast and didn't even react as 
Jon rubbed some shower gel onto it. 


Richie leaned in and turned the temperature up, just enough to take the edge off the coldness and watched Jon 
shampoo his hair. When Jon had finished he stepped out of the shower shivering and took the towel that Richie 
handed him, wrapping it tightly around himself. Richie rubbed Jon dry vigorously, trying to warm him up after 
the cold water. He pulled Jon into his arms and kissed him deeply. 


"Put this on," Richie instructed Jon as he slipped a metal ring into Jon's hand. "I think you will find it beneficial 


this afternoon" 


Jon looked down at the shiny metal, confusion etched across his face. He turned it over in his hand then looked 


up at Richie. 

"Have you never worn a cock ring before?" Richie asked as he observed Jon 

"No, Master." Jon's cheeks flushed red as he realised what it was for. 

"Do you want me to do it for you?" 

"Yes, please Master." Jon's hand trembled slightly as he passed the ring back to Richie. 

Richie quickly slipped the ring into place, smiling as Jon gasped at his touch, then he reached for the clothes he 
had selected for Jon earlier. He watched as Jon pulled the skin tight leather pants up, chuckled as Jon arranged 
himself in them and pulled the lace-up fly tight. As Jon took the soft dark green shirt from Richie he caught 
a glimpse of himself in the mirror. He glanced at Richie in disbelief then turned back to the mirror. 

The trousers were so soft and tight they clearly outlined his cock and balls, you could even faintly see the 
ridge of the ring against the black leather. There was no way he could wear them like that. It was obscene, Jon 
reached to adjust himself but Richie stopped him and shook his head. Jon frowned as he slipped the shirt over 


his shoulders and sighed with relief that it was long enough to reach the tops of his thighs. He would just 


have to remember not to stretch too much. 


please RẸR 


five 
Chapter Five 


As he drove, Richie slipped one hand across to Jon's crotch and rubbed his fingers over the bulging leather, 
smiling when Jon gasped and tried to wriggle away then pressed himself up towards the hand. 


When they reached the sub level car park at the studios Jon was extremely self-conscious about the fact 
that he was out in public, with his cock hard and straining at the leather of his pants. He kept his head down 
as he followed Richie to the elevator. 


Richie pressed the button for their floor, then as the elevator moved he hit the stop button 


Jon, who had been leaning against the mirrored wall with his eyes closed, opened them in panic; he hated 
elevators, his claustrophobia always made him jittery when in one and only concentrating on his breathing 
seemed to keep him calm. He saw the red light lit by the stop button and sighed with relief when he realised 
that it was Richie who had stopped it not that it was broken 


Richie roughly pushed Jon up against the mirror and kissed him savagely, grabbing Jon's crotch with one hand 
and pulling on his hair with the other. 


Jon groaned as Richie ravished him, melting into the rough kiss. He gasped when Richie suddenly spun him 
round and slammed him back up against the glass, he braced himself as he saw Richie raise his hand then 
whimpered while the sound of the smacks echoed round the lift as Richie repeatedly slapped his ass through 
the soft leather jeans. 


After a few minutes Richie stopped and leaned over Jon's shoulder. He slipped a hand under Jon's chin and 
forced him to look up at himself. Jon took in his reflection: his mouth was slightly open, lips swollen, eyes 
sparkling, hair mussed up, his cheeks were tinged with red, and the hickey clearly showed on the pale skin of 


his neck. 


He looked at Richie's reflection, taking in the hard glint in his eyes, the slight smirk that adorned his mouth. his 
stomach flipped as he felt Richie rub his pelvis against his tender ass. He was distinctly aware of the metal 
ring that encircled his cock, making it throb as it pressed against his pants. He was barely aware that Richie 
had started the lift again. It was only just before the doors opened that Richie pulled away, leaving Jon 
breathlessly staring into the mirror. 


Jon kept his head lowered as he walked into the studio behind Richie. He was dreading seeing the others’ while 
he was in this state, he felt more colour rush to his face as he realised David was watching him. Jon said a 
quick good morning and walked straight through to the bathroom where he splashed some water on his face in 
an effort to calm down. As he looked in the mirror he was pleased to see that his lips weren't looking quite so 


swollen; he tidied up his hair a bit then went back into the studio. 


The afternoon went slowly for Jon. He tried to keep out of the others’ way as much as he could. He didn't 
really talk to any of them much, and just smiled shyly when the subject turned to his hickey, which it 
frequently did. He was very aware throughout the session that his cock was still rock hard. He was aroused by 
everything; every time he caught Richie's eye he felt his stomach flip. At one point he was sure that Tico was 
checking him out. Jon couldn't concentrate, he had trouble singing and kept forgetting the lines of the song, and 
struggled to play his guitar because his hands were trembling too much, and the guitar seemed to be 
sensuously rubbing against his crotch as he played. It was a relief when Richie put down his guitar and walked 


over to Jon. 
"Are you ok Jon?" He asked, "You don't look so good, are you ill?" 


Jon realised what he was supposed to answer." | dunno Rich, I've got a bit of a headache and feel kind of 


weird.” 


"Well maybe we should give up on the playing and go over the tracks we've already done for a while, then call 


ita day" 


Later, as Jon and Richie left the studio, David turned to Tico. "What do you think is wrong with Jon? He 


seemed totally spaced out." 


"I know," Tico replied. "He definitely wasn't right, and did you see how he was looking at Richie? | think 


something's going on there." 
"Richie and Jon? | don't know Tic, they're both straight, aren't they?" 


"Well, there was definitely tension between them, and that hicky? | would say that's something to do with it. 
Jon was looking like he's had a damn good night that's for sure, maybe Richie's found out Jon's been fucking 


someone he shouldn't be or something. Either way, there's gotta be something going on we don't know about." 


During the drive home Richie instructed Jon to undo the laces on his trousers and play with himself, Jon did 
what he was told, His cock was throbbing, tender, still restrained by the metal ring. Jon groaned as he wrapped 
his hand around it. It was so sensitive each touch felt like a bolt of electricity, he slowly moved his hand up 
and down the tender shaft, the friction making him cry out. Richie instructed him to spit on his hand for 
lubrication. Jon did so, moaning again when his fingers touched the hard length. He stroked his shaft to Richie's 
instructions; speeding up and slowing down when he was told. By the time they got to Richie's house Jon was 
thrusting up into his hand, whimpering or groaning with every movement, tears were leaking from his eyes, he 
was so desperate to come. His cock was painful, throbbing, sore, yet he couldn't stop thrusting and Richie 
wouldn't let him stop stroking himself. 


When they got inside the house Richie led Jon up to his room, he told Jon to strip, then undressed himself. 


Jon was trembling as he pulled his clothes off, he did it as quickly as possible and knelt down on the floor. His 


stomach lurched violently as he looked at Richie, the mean glint was back in his eyes and his magnificent cock 
was stood proudly up from the thatch of dark hair. Jon was breathing hard when Richie stepped forward, his 
cock was straight in front of Jon's face, Jon looked up past it to Richie's face. 


If you can take me down your throat | will let you come after I've fucked you. If you can't, you will get 


another chance tomorrow and you won't be allowed to come until you succeed. You've got ten minutes." 


Jon did not waste any time, he leaned forward and placed his hand around Richie's cock. He took the head into 
his mouth and swirled his tongue around it, then once it was nice and wet he slid more of the length into his 
mouth, stretching his lips wide around the girth. He slid his mouth back and forward down the length building 
up a pace, determined to take it all in, desperate to be allowed to come. He took deep breaths as he drew back, 
then surged forward, taking more each time. When the head hit his gag reflex he quickly pulled back and 


surged forward again. 


He felt the length slip past his tonsils then stretch his throat. He pulled back a little to catch his breath then 
slid back down until his nose was buried in Richie's pubic hair. He felt Richie's hands on the back of his head, 
holding him there. He tried to pull back to breath but Richie held him still, he struggled against Richie's hands, 
panic setting in. He felt Richie's cock pulse deep in his throat, he heard Richie cry out and felt the hot rush of 
sperm pour into his throat. When Richie gently eased himself out of Jon's throat he murmured quietly, 
soothingly, stroking Jon's hair as he caught his breath. 


Richie pulled Jon up to his feet, gently stoking his hands over Jon's arms and back, he brought Jon's lips to his 
and kissed him gently. "That was amazing Jon," he whispered between kisses. "I think you have earned your 


reward." 


He guided Jon to the bed and laid down with him, running his fingers gently through Jon's mussed up hair, 
down his neck, tracing around the love bite then down over his chest, tweaking his nipples, tracing the muscles 


of his stomach then down to his cock Jon reached up for Richie, but Richie pushed his hands away. 
"Just lie back and enjoy Jon, let me give you what you've been waiting for," Richie whispered against Jon's ear. 


Jon let his hands rest on the pillow. He moaned as he felt Richie breathing into his ear as his fingers worked 
their way down past his balls to nudge at his entrance below. Richie stroked the tight hole for a few minutes, 
nibbling at Jon's neck as he did so, then leaned across Jon to get the lube he had left in the bedside cabinet. 


He unscrewed the top and squirted a bit onto his fingers then reached back down between Jon's legs. Richie 
lowered his mouth to suck on Jon's neck again as his slipped one finger into the tight warm hole. He smiled 


when Jon started to groan, lifting his hips off the bed and spreading his legs wider. 


Richie worked his mouth down to Jon's chest, taking a nipple into his mouth as he pushed another finger inside. 
Jon's groans grew as Richie scissored his fingers inside him, stretching him open. Every now and then Richie 
would stroke over that sensitive spot inside, making Jon cry out. Richie continued his sweet torture until Jon 


thought he could take no more. 


"Please..Richie..Master..please..fuck me..please..please..." 


Richie moved over Jon and knelt between his legs, still thrusting his fingers into the tight entrance. He put 
more lube on his fingers and pushed them inside, adding a third finger at the same time. He looked down at Jon 
who had his eyes tightly shut, his mouth slightly open as he panted and groaned. 


"If it hurts babe, tell me," Richie said gently as he slipped his arms under Jon's legs. "I'll try to go slow." 


Jon lifted his trembling legs up to rest on Richie's shoulders. He moaned as Richie lubed his cock and rubbed it 
against his waiting hole. When it started to press inwards Jon couldn't help tensing up, but with Richie's soft 
murmured instructions he managed to relax a bit. He groaned when the head of Richie's cock slipped past his 
sphincter. Richie paused to let him get used to the intrusion, then rocked his hips a little. "Jon, push against 


me, let me in." Richie moaned as his cock slowly slipped deeper into Jon 


When Jon pushed against Richie's cock, he felt it slide deep inside him. He froze and cried out as burning pain 
shot though his ass. Then as his body adjusted to the girth he felt himself relaxing around the hardness inside 
him. He moved slightly, gasping at the sensations it caused. He looked up at Richie, to see him panting, eyes 
glazed, body tense as he restrained himself from moving. "Jon, God, you're so tight." Richie moaned as Jon 


twitched his hips a little. 


Richie set a slow pace, just dipping his hips a little to begin with, carefully watching Jon for any sign of pain. 
When Jon rested a hand on Richie's hip he realised it was a signal for more. He slid out further and thrust in 
deeper, still moving slowly and gently. He listened to Jon's gasps and moans of pleasure as he watched Jon's 
face, slowly building up speed and angling his hips to hit the sweet spot inside. He watched as Jon moved 
beneath him, tossing his head from side to side, groaning and crying out with every thrust. 


Richie continued building up the pace until he was panting and groaning himself. He lunged deeply into Jon, then 
pulled almost all the way out. He watched as Jon started to tense underneath him; he saw Jon clamp his teeth 
together as his eyes rolled back, his body still and taught as he struggled to orgasm, prevented by the metal 
ring around his hard and throbbing cock. 


Richie groaned as he felt Jon's ass clamp down hard on his cock, tighter than anything ever had before. He 
grunted as he thrust against the tightness once more, his balls emptying deep into Jon's belly in three 
powerful spurts. Richie rested on his hands looking down at Jon, who was stuck at the point of orgasm with 


tears running down his face and veins standing out from the strain 


Lights flashed in front of his eyes as he tried to climax, pain shot through his balls as they tried to empty 
past the restricting ring, his body was tense, trembling. He felt Richie cum deep inside him, and struggled to do 
the same himself. When he felt Richie's hand on his cock he cried out, it was like fire scorching him; he 
screamed and bucked as the ring was flicked open. His balls emptied instantaneously, cum shooting up in the air, 
then landing in cool spats on his chest. His hips jerked and his ass clamped around Richie's softening cock. Jon 


sobbed as he found the release he needed, his body trembled and shook as the aftershocks passed. 


Richie carefully pulled out of Jon and laid down beside him, pulling the trembling body into his arms and holding 


him tight. He stroked Jon's back and murmured soothingly into Jon's ear as he continued to sob and tremble. 


Jon curled into Richie's embrace, he hid his face in Richie's shoulder, not wanting him to see the tears that 
ran down his face. He had never experienced anything so amazing in his life as having Richie deep inside him. He 


was emotionally and physically drained and he could not stop the sobs and tears. 
Richie continued to hold and sooth him until Jon finally fell asleep in his arms. He knew that Jon had found the 


day long and hard, and could not control the effects the release had on him. When Jon was deeply asleep Richie 


snuck out of the room, he showered and went downstairs to plan the next day. 
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Chapter six 

For the next few days Richie and Jon worked hard in the studio. During the day Richie didn't subject Jon to 
much torture; he saved it all for the evening, but Jon still found that most days he was aroused all day. 
Every time he sat down his ass would burn from the whippings he was receiving. His cock was always hard 
inside his leather pants, and the only time he would get release during the day would be if Richie followed him 
into the bathroom at any time and either fucked him or let him bring himself off. During the evenings Richie 
was still pushing Jon to his limits. Jon was becoming permanently aroused and more submissive with it. Just a 
certain look from Richie would have him on his knees worshiping Richie's cock or bending over the nearest 


piece of furniture. 


It was early in the second week that Richie decided Jon needed a bit of humiliation again. He invited Tico and 
Dave around for dinner. Then, while he waited for them to come round, he went up stairs to get Jon ready. 
Jon was already naked, and knelt obediently at Richie's feet as soon as he entered the room. He climbed up on 
the table at Richie's signal and laid down on his back. He gasped as Richie leaned over him and took his left 
ripple in his mouth, he cried out when Richie suddenly withdrew his mouth and replaced it with a tight little 
clamp. Jon groaned when his right nipple received the same treatment. He lay panting on the table as the fire 


spread across his chest. 
"Roll onto your side," Richie instructed Jon as he trailed a hand gently over Jon's hip. 


Jon did what he was told. He jumped when he suddenly felt Richie's cold, lubed fingers trail down the crack of 
his ass. When the first slipped inside him he could not stop the moan from escaping his lips. He let himself 
relax as he felt Richie push a second then third finger inside, thrusting gently. Jon was soon gasping and 
panting as the intruding fingers rubbed his sweet spot, he closed his eyes and rocked his hips. 


"Oh God, Master..," Jon groaned as the fingers withdrew. 


When the fingers didn't return Jon looked over his shoulder at Richie. He gasped as he saw what Richie was 
doing. Richie looked up and smiled at Jon, that cruel hard smile that made Jon's stomach flip. Richie finished 
attaching the large butt plug to the tangle of leather straps and squeezed some lube onto it. He watched Jon's 


eyes as he lowered the plug to Jon's awaiting hole. 


Jon whimpered as Richie eased the plug into him. The widest part of the plug was soon stretching him wide. He 
closed his eyes and grit his teeth as Richie twisted it into him. Then suddenly it was in and Richie was 


arranging the straps around him. 


Richie pulled on his hip signalling him to roll onto his back Jon did so and gasped as he felt the plug move inside 
him. He watched as Richie fastened a strap around his waist like a belt. He could feel another strap running 
from the belt down the cleft of his buttocks and realised it was this one that the plug was attached to. He 
opened his legs as Richie slipped his hand between them, gasping at the slight brush against his balls. He 


watched as Richie pulled a bundle of straps up between his legs and moaned as he felt the pull on the butt 
plug again. Richie wrapped two of the leather straps around Jon's balls, altering the buckles on each one until 
Jon's balls were spread apart then he secured the ends of the straps to the belt. Jon cried out as Richie 
tightened the straps, his cock softening as pain spread across his groin. Richie watched Jon's face as he 
tightened the straps, smiling at the pain that showed clearly. Jon's eyes watered and his face was flushed, his 
teeth were clenched together. Richie spiralled the last strap around Jon's cock, pulling it up flat towards his 
stomach, then fixed the strap to the belt. He leaned down and flicked his tongue over the head of Jon's cock 


and smiled when there was no response. 
"Stand up, Jon!" Richie ordered. 


Jon whimpered as he carefully slid off the table, every movement sending streaks of fire through his body. He 
stepped into the pants that Richie held out for him, a pair of tan leather jeans, which were snug but not 
overly tight. He carefully pulled them up over his hips, groaning as the leather rubbed over his balls, sending a 
fresh wave of pain through them. He took the soft black shirt from Richie, shrugged it over his shoulders and 
started to do it up. Richie stopped him a few buttons from the neck, making him leave it open so that the 


mass of love bites, that now covered his collarbones and neck, were clearly visible. 
"C'mon downstairs, Jon. Tico and David will be here soon" 


"David and Tico? Are coming here?" Jon asked, his eyes full of fear, "Rich, | can't see them like this. Please, 
don't make me see them like this." Jon grabbed Richie's hand and pleaded with him. 


Richie pulled his hand away and spun Jon round. He slapped Jon hard on the butt five times, smiling as Jon 
cried out. When he turned Jon back he lost his smile and gave Jon a stern look "You WILL see them as you 
are. And, unless you would like me to remove your trousers and shirt and make you see them wearing just 


the harness, | suggest you behave yourself tonight" 
"Yes, Master." Jon sniffed gazing at the floor. 


Jon carefully made his way down the stairs gasping as each step made the plug move deep inside him and 


made the straps pull on his tender cock and balls. 


He jumped when he heard the doorbell and cringed when Richie shouted telling him to answer it. He walked 
through to the door concentrating on moving as normally as possible. He opened the door and let Tico and 
David in, keeping his eyes averted, feeling his face flush. 


As he closed the door he realised a new throbbing had started in his groin; his cock was getting hard, straining 
against the leather bindings. He wandered slowly through to the dining room where Richie was seating David 


and Tico. 


Jon sat down gingerly in his seat, letting a little gasp pass his lips as the plug hit his prostate. He reached for 
his glass of wine and gulped it down quickly. Jon picked at his food and did not really join in with the 


conversation at the table. 


When they had all finished eating they moved through to the lounge to watch a movie. Jon sat down stiffly on 
the sofa and let his eyes close for a minute. He felt like his whole body was throbbing, pain radiating outwards 
along with arousal. Every slightest movement did something to him: the brush of his shirt against the nipple 
clamps, the harness digging into his tender flesh, pulling painfully, and the plug, deep inside him rubbing on his 
prostate with each step he took. He stifled a groan as he tried to relax on the sofa He heard Tico talking 
about his love bites and blushed as his cock hardened even more, he kept his eyes averted and mumbled 


something about vampires, relieved when Tico laughed and wandered over to sit with David. 


When the movie had finished and the guys had gone home Jon painfully followed Richie up the stairs. Each step 
pulled Jon's balls painfully and by the time they reached the top Jon was crying softly. Richie drew him into 
his arms and spoke soothingly to him. When the tears had stopped flowing he gently helped Jon remove his 
clothes. Richie ran his fingers over Jon's bound cock. When Jon moaned and swayed Richie led him towards the 
bed, laying him down on his back. 


Richie slipped one hand between Jon's legs and nudged and twisted the plug. He unclipped the strap holding Jon's 


cock down and flicked his tongue over Jon's cock, bringing it up into his mouth. 


Jon's eyes fluttered shut as groans and whimpers escaped his lips. He screamed when Richie released his balls 
from their straps. The pain was overpowering. Jon felt hot tears run down his face as he screamed in agony. 
The pain subsided slightly as Richie kept sucking his cock. He felt the pressure build up inside. Richie took him 
deeper into his mouth. Jon tensed and shook, his balls emptied and he screamed again as waves of pleasure and 


pain crashed over him. 


Richie looked up at the tear covered face just in time to see Jon's eyes roll back, he pulled himself up 


swearing quietly as Jon passed out. 
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Chapter seven 


Richie sighed as he looked at the blond head that rested on his chest. The two weeks were up today, and 
although he was fairly confident that Jon would stay with him, there was still a little bead of doubt in his 
mind. Last night he had pulled Jon into bed with him and kept him there all right, worried that it might be the 
last time they spent the night together. Richie stroked the blond hair gently and drifted back to sleep. 


Jon smiled as he snuggled deeper into Richie's strong arms. The two week trial ended today, Jon knew that 
Richie was worried that he would leave. He had pulled him into bed last night and spent nearly all night making 
love to him, gently and sweetly rather than masterfully. Jon smiled as he entwined his fingers with Richie's 


hand that lay on his chest and drifted back to sleep. 


It was lunchtime when Jon and Richie finally woke up properly. After showers and breakfast together they 
tried to get a bit of work done, but neither could concentrate. Jon realised that they needed a distraction. He 
leaned into Richie and gave him a kiss and at the same time undid Richie's belt and pulled it through the loops 
then kneeling at Richie's feet he held the belt up. 


"Beat me," Jon whispered as Richie's hand closed around the leather. 


Jon stripped off his clothes and braced himself against the wall, leaning on his hands with his legs apart. He 
felt Richie step into position behind him and waited for the first blow. When the belt landed Jon groaned at the 
delicious pain that swept through him from the red streak that now adorned his ass. The belt landed again and 
again. Jon panted and moaned as he was submerged into a blanket of burning hot pleasure. He screamed as he 
climaxed, his cum dribbling down the wall in front of him. He felt Richie step up close behind him, he heard 
Richie undo his fly, then felt Richie push two lubed fingers up inside him then withdraw. Jon felt Richie's cock 
pushing insistently at his hole. He pushed back and let out a strangled moan as Richie slid deep inside him. Jon 
squirmed as Richie thrust hard, slamming against Jon's sore buttocks with each thrust. Richie bit into Jon's 
shoulder and Jon cried out as Richie pounded even harder as he climaxed. Richie withdrew his cock, feathering 


kisses all over Jon's shoulder. 


Jon looked at the clock by his bed, five minutes left. In five minutes he was going to walk downstairs and kneel 
at Richie's feet, showing Richie that he would always be his slave. Richie had given him the same choice as 
before. If he wanted to continue being a slave he was to come downstairs at eight thirty, wearing the tiny 
thong that he now wore and the chain leash. If not he was to wear jeans and a t-shirt. There was no decision 


to make really, Jon knew what he wanted, and that was Richie. 


Jon looked in the mirror for one last time. He ran his fingers through his hair trying to get it under some kind 
of control then he pinched his nipples to make them hard. He adjusted himself in the thong, god, was there 
ever a time now when he wasn't hard? It was an almost impossible feat to fit his straining cock into the tiny 


leather pouch. Jon sighed and glanced at the clock again then looped the chain round his neck and walked out of 


his room. 


Jon pushed open the door to the lounge and froze in shock. Shit! Tico and Dave were sat on the sofal Fuck! He 
hadn't expected that. They hadn't seen him yet, he could still go back out but that would mean no more Richie. 
Fuck! Jon noticed Richie raise an eyebrow at him, he had to do this, he could do this. Just walk over and kneel 


at Richie's feet, just pretend they aren't there. Fuck! 


Jon stepped forward, knees shaking. He released his white-knuckled grip on the door handle and dipped his hot, 
flushed face, letting his hair fall forward to hide it a little. He took several tentative steps into the room, his 
legs were like jelly. He knew the exact moment Tico and Dave spotted him, the audible gasps as he walked 
towards them. Jon kept walking, focused on Richie. Was this room usually this long? He did not look as he 
walked past Tico and Dave. His heart was pounding, he could feel sweat forming on his forehead. He 


concentrated on putting one foot in front of the other. 


"What the fuck?" Jon heard Tico say as he knelt at Richie's feet and held up the leash for Richie to take with 
a trembling hand. 


"Richie, Master. am yours," Jon managed to stutter out as Richie took the leash. Jon rested his head on 
Richie's knee and hid his burning face. 
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Chapter eight 

Tico watched as Richie laid his hand gently on Jon's head and ran his fingers through the blond hair. He lowered 
his eyes down Jon's body, gasping as he noticed the hints of red criss crossing Jon's pale skin He had never 
seen anything so beautiful. He watched as Richie gently lifted Jon's head and encouraged him to kneel up. Tico 
glanced quickly at David to see him also staring at Jon, a red flush covering his cheeks. 


Jon kept his head lowered as he knelt up. He could feel the eyes of the others watching him, burning into his 
back as he knelt at Richie's feet. He felt Richie slide the chain up over his head, then he glanced up as he 
heard Richie drop the chain on the floor. Shit! Had Richie changed his mind? He looked up at Richie's face, 
relieved when he saw the gentle smile. He watched as Richie picked up a box from the table next to him. He 
gasped when Richie took out a smooth wide silver collar and opened the clasp. The cold heavy metal encircled 
Jon's neck, resting just above his collar bones. Jon raised a hand and ran his finger over it as he smiled up at 
Richie. 

"Jon, are you his..ls he..?" David didn't know what to say. 

"Tell them," Richie said to Jon. "Stand up and tell them." 

Jon looked up in shock He had forgotten about Tico and David watching. He started to shake his head, then 
realised that it would be a bad idea to refuse. He stood up on trembling legs and turned towards Tico and 
David. He kept his head lowered, not wanting to look at them. 

"Jon, look up and tell them." 


Richie's tone of voice told Jon that he had no choice, he raised his head and looked at Tico then David. His cock 
lurched as they stared back at him, his stomach fluttered as he began to speak. 


"Richie is my Master, | am his slave," Jon said quietly. 

"What does he do to you?" Tico asked. 

Jon looked quickly at Richie to see if he should answer, Richie nodded. 
"He whips me, tortures me, fucks me, makes me do things.” 

"Do you enjoy it?" 

"Yes, l.l love it” 


"Tell them what you enjoy Jon, tell them what makes you hard, what makes you come." Richie knew Jon was 


getting off on this, he could see the leather thong was soaked with pre-come, and strained to its limits. 
"| like p..pain, | get hard when Richie whips me..It make's me..." 

"What else Jon, why are you hard now?" 

"Because |....am..because you...” 

"Because you're being watched Jon? You like to be humiliated? is that what you are trying to say?" 


"Yes Master..l like to be humiliated" Jon lowered his head again, filled with shame and embarrassment as Tico 


and David stared up at him. 
"Jon, remove your thong and get on your knees," Richie instructed. 
"Yes, Master." Jon undid the ties at the sides of the thong and pulled it off. 


Tico let out a low whistle when Jon's cock leapt free, it was diamond hard and glistening with precome. He 
watched as it lurched under his gaze, a string of liquid forming at the tip and hanging down towards the floor. 
He sighed as the glorious sight was hidden from his view as Jon knelt down before Richie. 


"Suck me." Richie opened his fly and raised his cock through the opening. 


Jon licked his lips and lowered his head towards the hard flesh. He moaned as it filled his mouth and lathed it 
with his tongue, worshiping every inch of it's magnificent length. He slipped one hand inside Richie's jeans to 
massage his balls as he took the full length deep into his throat. He worked his lips and tongue around the solid 
flesh, moaning and purring as it pulsed in his throat. He pulled back and flicked his tongue over and around the 


head, looking up at Richie's face as he did so, his own cock lurched as heard Richie moan. 


Richie raised his hands to the sides of Jon's face and encouraged him to take him deep again. Jon slid down the 
length and back up. Then as Richie started to pump his hips upwards Jon took a deep breath and slammed 
himself down. He clenched his throat as Richie thrust deep into him. Jon remained calm as his nose was 
pressed deeply into the dark hair that surrounded Richie's cock and his air was cut off. He felt Richie's hands 
tighten on his head and time seemed to stand still as Richie's hips slammed up into his face one last time. Jon 
felt the hot liquid fill his throat. He pulled back slowly up the length of Richie's cock, taking another deep 
breath and coughing slightly as soon as he could breath again. He licked Richie's cock clean and rested his head 


on Richie's thigh as he recovered. 
"Now | think its only fair you offer your mouth to our guests." Richie ran his fingers over Jon's swollen lips. 


Jon looked up in shock at Richie. He was Richie's slave, not the others’, he didn't want to have to do anything 
with the others. "Master, please, | don't want to," he whispered. 


"Well, lets put it this way, if you suck Tico and Dave | might let you come tonight. If not | will go and get the 


harness." 


Just the thought of the harness made Jon's erection soften a bit. He did not want to be experiencing that 


again so he crawled over to Tico, knowing it would please Richie, and knelt at his feet. 


"Would you like me to suck your cock Sir?" Jon asked, keeping his head dipped down to hide the scarlet burning 
across his cheeks. He couldn't believe he was doing this. He was never going to be able to look at his band 
mates again, they were going to be laughing at him for ever after this. 


"Yes Jon | would,” Tico replied with a smile. He had never expected the chance to do this, although he had 


thought about it often. If he had known Jon was into slavery he would have mastered him long ago, such a 
damn shame Richie had beaten him to it. 
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Chapter nine 


Jon watched as Tico released his cock from the confines of his trousers. He glanced up at Tico's face then 
moved forward and gently lapped at Tico's cock with his tongue, scooping up the drops of precome that had 
formed there. He noticed how different he tasted to Richie, bitter and salty whereas Richie was sweet and 
musky. Jon slipped the head into his mouth and sucked gently, he felt Tico's hand rest on the back of his head 


and took it as a sign to go deeper. 


Jon felt his jaw stretch painfully as he slid up and down the length, he went slowly, taking time to adjust to it's 
size. Suddenly Tico surged forward. Jon felt his throat stretched and scraped as Tico thrust hard, sliding in 
fully. Jon whimpered and tried to pull back but Tico held him firmly in place. Jon was panicking: he couldn't 
breathe, he was gonna die, he was gonna suffocate on Tico's cock. Suddenly he felt the hand let go, at the 
same time a rush of hot liquid filled his throat. He pulled back but the liquid kept coming, filling his mouth as 
he gasped for breath. Jon fell back onto the floor, coughing and spluttering as the bitter sperm came back up 


out of his mouth and nose. 


"Shit Jon, I'm sorry." Tico dropped to his knees beside Jon and wiped a tissue over Jon's face, while gently 
running his fingers through Jon's hair. "Are you alright? | didn't mean to hurt you, are you ok?" 


Jon looked up at Tico with tear-filled eyes, still coughing hard. He saw the worry on Tico's face and nodded 
that he was ok. Jon closed his eyes and concentrated on breathing and claiming down. He heard Richie speaking 
to Tico but didn't take any notice of what was said, then he felt Richie's arms wrap round him. He buried his 
face into Richie's neck as Richie comforted him. Once he had calmed down and was breathing normally again he 
pulled back and looked up at Richie. 

"Are you ok Jon?" Richie asked as he handed him a glass of water. 

"Yeah, I'm ok." Jon's voice came out as a scratchy croak. 

"Shit, good job you're not singing for the next few days!" 


"Where did the others go?" Jon asked when he realised that they were alone, 


"They're in the kitchen getting more drinks. Are you sure you are ok? We can call it a night if you want, l'm 
sure David won't mind." 


"No Richie, I'm fine, we'll carry on" Jon knew that if he didn't suck David he would be in the harness for the 
rest of the night, the incident with Tico wouldn't be enough to make Richie let him off. 


David sat back down on the sofa and watched Richie comforting Jon. He watched as Richie kissed Jon deeply, 


one hand resting gently over the lash marks on Jon's ass. David sighed as his cock strained at the fly of his 
jeans, he knew his turn was coming and knew he wasn't going to last long. Just the thought of Jon wrapping 
those bruised lips around his cock was enough to make his cock lurch, but he did not want to do it. It seemed 
so wrong to make Jon submit to him, he watched silently as Jon unravelled himself form Richie's embrace and 
crawled towards him. 


When Jon asked him David shook his head, his cheeks colouring as he looked down at his lap. Jon ran a hand up 
David's leg making him look up in shock. 


"Please, let me." Jon spoke quietly. 
"No, Jon, | can't let you, | can't," 
"David | want to, | need to. My master will punish me if i don't, please let me." 


David could not look at Jon begging on his knees. He sighed and unzipped his fly, his embarrassment grew as his 
cock was revealed. It was rock hard and pulsing with anticipation, pre-come pouring from the tip. He was 
already on the verge of coming when Jon lowered his head. David groaned, he concentrated on the swirls on 
Richie's ceiling as Jon lapped at the head. 


Jon slid his lips over the head, sucking gently. He felt the flesh pulse and quickly slid deeper. He heard David let 
out a strangled groan and raised a hand to the base of David's cock to ward off the climax, but it was too 
late. The hot seed filled his mouth and Jon swallowed it quickly and pulled back. He looked up at David who was 
leaning back on the sofa, one hand thrown over his face. Jon pulled David's T-shirt down to cover his fly, then 
crawled back over to Richie. He sat at Richie's feet glancing worriedly at David. For someone who didn't want 
the blow-job David had sure come quickly, and he seemed to be almost as embarrassed as Jon felt himself. 
Jon decided he would have to speak to Dave about it as soon as he got a chance. He didn't want things to be 
awkward between them. David suddenly got up and walked out of the room, Jon heard Tico chuckling and glared 
at him. It was one thing to make him feel humiliated, but to do it to David was out of order. 


Jon stood up, yanking his wrist out of Richie's hand when he tried to stop him. He walked through to the 
kitchen to find David sat at the counter, his head resting on his arms, face hidden under the mass of blonde 
curls. 

"Are you ok?" Jon asked, placing a hand gently on David's back, then sliding into the seat next to him. 

"Yeah, just..feeling kinda odd" David looked up at Jon then away to stare out of the window into the night. 


"Do you want to talk about it?" 


"| don't know, | just couldn't handle it.. | mean you..with them watching... freaked out, it was too..." David trailed 
off, unable to find the words to describe how he felt. 


"Overwhelming? Erotic?" Jon murmured gently. 


"Yeah, | guess, | was so turned on watching you on your knees. | wanted to be you when you were..| wish Tico 


looked at me the way he looked at you." 


"Tico?" Jon was shocked, he had never realised that David had a thing for Tico, although thinking about it.. 
"Have you tried to tell him?" 


"No, | can't, what if he wasn't interested? | couldn't bear it." 

"But what if he is? Wouldn't you rather know one way or the other?" 

"| don't know Jon, | don't know." 

They sat staring out of the window for several minutes, silently thinking. 

"Do you love him?" David asked quietly 

"Richie? Yeah, | do." 

"Did it hurt? The first time | mean," 

"A bit, the other stuff he does to me hurts more." 

"Like what?" 

‘Mostly punishment stuff. If | misbehave he hurts me, but it's a good kind of pain, it's hard to explain. It's like 


it turns into pleasure, but still hurts. Speaking of which, I'd better go back through, Richie's gonna be mad at 


me for following you, guess l'm gonna be in for some pain tonight!" Jon smiled as he got up from his chair. 
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Chapter ten 
"I think you deserve a couple of hours in the harness for going off like that!" Richie glared down at Jon 


"No, please Master, please don't make me wear the harness! Please, I'll do anything" Jon begged at Richie's feet 
his eyes filled with worry, his cock hard with anticipation. 


Follow me, Jon" Richie spoke sternly. 


Jon started to stand up. Richie put a hand on his shoulder and pushed him back down. "Did | tell you to get 
up?" Richie snapped. "Crawl!" 


Richie turned to Tico and David. "If you would like to come and watch you are more than welcome." 


Richie led the way upstairs. Jon followed on his hands and knees, his cheeks burning with shame. He could hear 
Tico chuckling behind him. He knew David was also there, watching his arse wiggle as he crawled in front of 


them. 


When they reached Jon's room Richie told Jon to wait while he gathered up some bits. Jon kept his head down 
as he waited, trying to pretend that the others weren't there. He took deep breaths, trying not to see his cock 
standing upright, dribbling a steady stream of shiny fluid. He refused to listen to Tico talking about him to 
David, refused to look up to see what Richie was doing. He just knelt quietly and waited, 


Richie came up behind Jon and placed a blindfold over Jon's eyes before Jon knew what was happening. Jon 
gasped as the black material blocked out his sight, then he felt cold hard rubber pressed at his lips. Knowing 
he had no choice but to accept it he opened his mouth, whimpering as Richie pushed the ball between his 
teeth and pulled the straps tight around his head. Jon whimpered when he felt the familiar leather straps of 
the harness slip around his slim waist. He shook his head and tried to speak around the ball gag, begging Richie 


not to put it on him, but his words came out as grunts and whimpers, and Richie took no notice. 


Jon moaned as Richie's fingers pushed lube into his ass, then he tensed as he felt a larger intrusion. Jon tried 
to pull away as something hard and long pushed inside his tight hole. His knees trembled as his ass was 
stretched wide. His muscles tensed, trying to force the intruder out, but Richie quickly arranged the harness 
to hold it in place. 


Richie told Jon to lay on his back. Jon slowly moved to do as he was told, trying to keep the pain to a minimum 
as every movement moved the object inside him. Jon felt Richie pulling the straps up between his legs and 
tried to brace himself ready for the agony of having his balls pulled up and apart, but the agony did not come. 
His balls were enclosed in leather straps and his cock was left free. Jon sighed quietly with relief when Richie 
told him to get on his hands and knees again, maybe there wasn't going to be any serious pain tonight. 


Jon felt Richie reach under his stomach and adjust the strapping around his balls, then Richie moved away. Jon 
heard Richie and Tico talking quietly but could not quite hear what was being said. He heard Richie's familiar 
footsteps behind him, then nothing. Jon stayed still and quiet, waiting for Richie's next move. He did not get 
much warning, just the whoosh of the belt flying through the air before the crack of it landing on his tender 
skin Jon lurched forward as the leather burned across his ass, then he felt something jerk hard on his balls. 
He screamed into the gag when he fell to the floor as pain and fear spread through him. 


Jon gasped for breath as Richie shouted at him to get back into position. He slowly got back up onto his knees. 
Feeling a slight pull on his balls again he realised they were attached to something. When the belt fell again Jon 
was careful not to move too much, he just had a twinge of pain as he moved slightly, but nothing as severe 
as the first time. The belt continued to fall and Jon moaned into the gag as his cock got hard again, the slight 
pulling on his balls just adding to the delicious sensations from the belt and the object still buried deep inside 
him. Jon jerked painfully again when the object started to vibrate. He gasped and moaned and panted as his 
excitement grew. His cock was hard and dripping seed again. then suddenly everything stopped, the belt didn't 
fall and the vibrator didn't vibrate. Jon whimpered at the loss, he was on the verge of climax, his cock was 


ready, his balls were aching. 


Jon felt Richie's hands in his hair, he blinked rapidly as the blindfold was removed. He looked pleadingly up at 
Richie, hoping the gag would be removed too, hoping that he would be allowed to come, but Richie stepped 
away. Jon avoided looking at the others, he didn't want them to see him like this, and although he knew they 
had been watching all this time, he was too embarrassed to face them. He looked down and saw a chain 
attached to the straps holding his balls. His eyes followed the chain down to the small metal weight on the end. 


He could not believe that something so small could be so painful. 


Richie knelt down infront of Jon and ran a finger down his cheek, Jon looked into Richie's eyes and whimpered 


qui etly. 


"Now | know this is going to hurt, but | need you to do your best." Richie stroked Jon's face as he spoke 
gently. "Tico doesn't believe you can do it, but | know you can. | want you to crawl through to the main 
bathroom, pulling that weight with your balls." Richie pressed a kiss to Jon's forehead as he shook his head 
eyes wide with fear. "Jon, If you do this, | will let you come tonight, and tomorrow | will give you a huge 


reward. Please don't let me down, show them what a good slave you are." 


Jon nodded his head against Richie's hand, his eyes still wide with fear, his stomach fluttering and hands 
shaking. When Richie pulled away Jon gingerly started to move forward. Tears sprang to his eyes as the weight 
pulled on his balls, he whimpered into the gag as the pain grew. He carried on moving, gritting his teeth around 
the gag as he slowly moved forward. Jon was screaming into the gag by the time he reached the bathroom. 
His whole body trembling, eyes streaming tears. He collapsed onto the floor as Richie quickly ran to his side. He 


sobbed openly as Richie wrapped his arms around him. 


Richie gently removed the weight from Jon's balls and started to undo the straps, frowning as Jon's cock did 


not respond at all to his touch. Usually he only had to look at it, and it would start to rise. Richie reached up 


and removed the gag from Jon's mouth, smiling as Jon worked his jaw to get the feeling back. 


"Are you ok Jon?" Richie asked gently as Jon continued to cry. Jon shook his head and buried his face into 
Richie's hair. 


Richie removed the rest of the harness, gently easing the vibrator out of Jon's tight hole and carefully 
removing the straps from around his balls. Jon continued to cry, his body trembled as Richie held it tight. 
Richie leaned over and pressed the button to lift the lid for the hot tub. He pulled off his own clothes and 
picked Jon up and carried him to the tub, carefully climbing up the steps and lowering them both into the 
steaming water. Jon screamed and cried harder as Richie lowered him into the water. Richie felt tears fall 
from his own eyes as Jon writhed in pain as the feeling came back to his balls. He kissed Jon's face, whispered 
soothing words, and prayed that he had not done any serious damage. Tico stuck his head into the bathroom 
and started to ask if Jon was ok. Richie told him to take David down stairs and make some drinks and light the 


fire. 


Jon stopped crying as the pain subsided, he pulled back from Richie a little. "I did it." He whispered as Richie 
looked down at him. 


| know, Jon, you did good" Richie pressed a kiss to Jon's lips. "Are you ok? Does it still hurt?" 

"Yeah, | just feel bruised now, like I've been kicked." 

‘I've got some cream that you can put on when we get out, it'll make it a bit better." 

"Ok, Master." 

"Now do you want to come back down stairs? The others are still here.” 

| won't have to do anything else, will 1? | don't think | could take any more tonight" 

"No, Jon, you can just sit and watch TV with us; you don't have to do anything more." 

Richie gave Jon a pair of loose white cotton trousers and a black tight t-shirt to wear, then took his hand and 
led him downstairs. Jon took a deep calming breath before entering the lounge where Tico and David were 
waiting. They both leapt up as Jon walked in, asking if he was ok, making sure he wasn't hurt. Jon assured 
them that he was fine, he kept his head bowed, still too embarrassed to face them. He followed as Richie 
walked to his usual armchair and sat down on the floor between Richie's legs. Tico handed him a glass of 
whisky and a cigarette which he took gratefully. Jon sat smoking and drinking as Richie rubbed his shoulders 


and neck. Jon melted into his touch, and once he had finished his cigarette, he soon started to doze off, his 
head resting on Richie's thigh, a small smile on his lips. 
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Chapter eleven 


The next morning Jon woke up alone in Richie's bed. He could smell bacon cooking and knew that Richie was 
downstairs making breakfast. He pushed himself up so that he was leaning against the headboard and sighed as 
he felt a twinge of pain shoot through his groin. He pushed the duvet off and swore as he saw the state of 
his balls. They were tinged with purple and rather swollen. He touched them gently with one hand and cringed 
as the ache increased. He pulled the duvet back over himself and sat back. 


Richie came into the room and smiled when he saw Jon was awake. Then, seeing the look on Jon's face, he 
quickly set down the tray of breakfast and went to his side. "What's wrong?" he asked, concern showing clearly 
on his face. 

It hurts," Jon whispered as he drew back the duvet so Richie could see. 

"Shit, I'm so sorry, Jon | didn't realise. | think we'd better get a doctor; that really doesn't look good." 

"No, no doctors, what would we tell them? I'll be fine in a day or two l'm sure." 

"Ok, but if it's not any better tomorrow then | will get him to come out" Richie leaned down and gave Jon a 
long kiss, then reached for the tray of breakfast. Richie sat down beside Jon on the bed and handed him a 
plate and a mug of coffee. 

A couple of days later Jon was a lot better. After nearly three days of Richie looking after him, smothering 
him, rarely leaving his side Jon had had enough. He could not handle this kind, caring Richie. He missed the pain, 


the humiliation, the mean glint in Richie's eyes, the total and utter release of having his body controlled by 


someone else. Jon listened to Richie singing in the shower and put his plan into action. 
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Chapter 12 

Jon lay back and closed his eyes. He trailed the fingers of one hand down his chest and over his stomach to 
gently massage his cock and balls. His other hand rested on his chest, fingers gently flicking one nipple then 
moving to the other. He sighed as he wrapped his fingers around his cock and pulled on the swelling flesh. As 
his cock grew so did the intensity of his fingers. He groaned as he pulled on one nipple then the other at the 
same time as he rapidly jerked his cock. 


As Richie dried himself he heard Jon groaning. Immediately thinking something was wrong he rushed into the 
bedroom, stopping dead when he saw what Jon was up to. He watched as Jon thrust his hips up off the bed, 
one hand tightly locked around his cock, the other tugging relentlessly on a swollen red nipple. He walked up to 
the bed and took a breath, forcing the grin from his lips. 


"What the fuck do you think you are doing?" Richie shouted as he stood over Jon 
Jon froze mid thrust. "I was... 
"You are NOT allowed to pleasure yourself Jon! You know that! Now put your hands above your head!" 


"Yes, Master. Sorry, Master." Jon hid a smile as he rested his hands on the pillow. He looked down at his cock, 
which stood up from his body begging for attention 


Richie opened the bed-side cabinet and took out some manacles. He grabbed Jon's wrists and attached them to 
the head board, then spread Jon's legs and chained them to the bed posts. He pulled a black silk blindfold from 
the drawer and tied it tightly around Jon's eyes, then told Jon that he would be back shortly and left the 


room. 


Jon tugged on the handcuffs moaning at the delicious sensation of the metal biting his flesh. He wriggled and 


moaned some more as he heard Richie moving around in the next room. 


Richie gathered a few things he needed from the cupboard in Jon's room and got ready to give Jon what would 
hopefully be the best experience of his life. He quietly walked back into the room and smiled as he saw Jon 
writhing on the bed Richie unrolled two long leather straps as he walked towards the bed. He knew the exact 
moment Jon realised he was back by the way Jon stopped moving and clamped his teeth into his bottom lip to 


suppress a moan. 


Jon concentrated on staying calm as Richie neared. His pulse was racing with excitement, his breathing was 
unsteady, and his cock dribbled pre-come onto his stomach. Jon heard Richie moving at the side of the bed. He 
heard a couple of clicks then gasped as he felt something lay across his stomach. Jon listened as Richie moved 
to his other side. He felt the thing on his stomach tighten, pressing him down into the mattress. He heard the 
clicks again and tried to push up against the thing holding him down. Jon was suddenly distracted by Richie's 


fingers trailing up the inside of his thigh. He groaned as they began to nudge at his tight entrance. He lifted his 
hips slightly to allow Richie better access. He groaned as he felt something hard and cold replace Richie's 
fingers. He gasped as the object surged into him, stretching him wide. 


Richie smiled as he pulled another strap over the bed, this time over Jon's thighs. He pulled it tight, locked it in 
place, and watched as Jon tried and failed to raise his hips. Richie leaned over Jon and pressed a kiss to his lips. 


"Do not climax until | tell you To.” Richie slid his hand down between Jon's legs and flicked the switch on the 


vibrator. 


Jon moaned as the vibrator whirred into action. Richie watched as Jon became more and more aroused. His 
cock was straining upwards now and he was panting hard. Richie pinched Jon's nipples making him moan even 
more, then he picked up a ball gag and pressed it to Jon's mouth. Jon recognized the rubber against his lips 
and shook his head slightly, but Richie was insistent. He waited until Jon submitted and opened his mouth, then 
forced the hard rubber ball between Jon's teeth and fastened the strap around Jon's head. 


Jon moaned as Richie kissed him around the gag. his lips were stretched wide around the rubber. He breathed 
heavily through his nose when he felt Richie's hand around his cock and waited for some pain but none came. 
Suddenly Jon felt pressure against the head of his cock, then the pressure relented and the head was enclosed 
in warm, tight, hot flesh. Jon realised quickly what was happening and almost lost control as Richie lowered 
himself, his hot flesh gripping Jon's cock tightly. Jon grunted and groaned as Richie began to raise and lower 


himself slowly, panting as he impaled himself on Jon's hard cock. 


Jon was soon desperate to come; never had he felt such perfect sensations. He screamed into the gag as 
Richie clenched his ass muscles and slammed himself down onto him. Jon wanted to move, wanted to thrust 


but was held down firmly. He could barely even twitch his hips as Richie rode him hard. 


Richie watched Jon's teeth clamp tight around the gag, his jaw tensed, his neck strained as he thrashed his 
head and shoulders against the pillows. Richie pulled the blindfold from around Jon's eyes then reached for his 


own cock as Jon struggled to control himself. 


Jon was groaning into the gag, trying to beg to be allowed to come, but only grunts and groans escaped around 
the gag. His eyes were fixed on Richie's face, pleading as Richie thrashed on top of him. He could see that 

Richie was close, too, and prayed that he would be able to come at the same time. He prayed that he would be 
allowed to come at all. Suddenly Richie tensed up. His ass tightening around Jon's cock as he came all over Jon's 
chest. Jon screamed as the pressure built around his cock. He couldn't hold on any longer. His head swirled and 


his eyes rolled back, his whole body rushing towards climax. 


"Come!" Richie panted, "Oh god, Jon..comel" 
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Chapter 13 

One Month Later 

Richie smiled as he flicked through a magazine. He glanced over at Jon who was knelt on the rug in front of 
the fire, gagged and blindfolded. Jon was slowly thrusting a large vibrator into himself, small whimpers and 
groans escaping from his gagged mouth as his hard cock twitched between his legs. 


When Tico and David arrived Richie led them into the kitchen and poured them each a drink. 


‘| was wondering if you guys would be interested in helping me with Jon tonight?" Richie asked as he lit a 


cigarette. 


"Sure, what do you want us to do?" Tico asked, his eyes sparkling. He loved getting the chance to have some 


contact with Jon. 


"| want you to try to make him come. | haven't let him climax for three days and | want to see if he can 


control himself when someone else is in charge." 
Tico glanced at Dave who nodded thoughtfully, then turned back to Richie, "Sure, it would be a pleasure." 


"You can do anything you want to him with your hands and mouths, but you're cocks are to stay in your 


trousers. | won't let anyone fuck him. But don't worry, you'll get your own release later on 
"No problem," Tico smiled and downed the rest of his drink. 


Richie poured more drinks and led them through to the lounge. He watched as Tico made his way straight over 
to Jon, who was still thrusting the vibrator into himself. 


Tico gently placed a hand on Jon's head and quickly untied the blindfold. "Afternoon Jon," he murmured as Jon 
looked up. 


Jon grunted into the gag as he looked at Tico and then over at Dave. His face flushed red and he stopped 
moving the vibrator as he shifted his eyes back to Tico. 


Tico knelt down in front of Jon and ran his tongue over Jon's lips. Then, trailing a hand down, he pinched at 


Jon's nipples in turn then slid his hand lower. Tico wrapped his hand around Jon's cock and started to massage 


it gently. He lowered his lips to Jon's collar bone and licked at the salty skin as he let his other hand creep 


round to Jon's ass. 


Jon moaned as Tico took the vibrator from his hand and thrust it into him. He glanced over at Richie and Dave 
as Tico built up a steady rhythm, leaving him gasping with every thrust. Jon watched as Dave slowly undid his 
shirt buttons and shrugged it off, then walked over and knelt down beside Tico. 


Tico licked Jon's lips one more time then moved around behind him. He ran his mouth over Jon's shoulders stil 
thrusting the vibrator into him. Dave pressed his lips to Jon's then moved downwards, his fingers ghosting 


over Jon's cock. 


Jon moaned as he felt Tico slide the vibrator out of him, then gasped as he felt Tico's fingers pushing into 
him, lubing him up and stretching him even wider. Jon was panting and groaning when he felt Tico's closed fist 
pushing insistently at his entrance. He moaned as he felt his flesh stretch and he froze at the burning 
sensation when the fist slipped through the barrier and stopped just inside. It was at this moment that Dave 
lowered his mouth to Jon's diamond hard cock. Jon slowly started to move himself on Tico's fist, groaning as 
his sweet spot was stroked over and over. Tico started to thrust, his fist going deeper each time. Jon held 
himself steady as Dave sank down his cock, taking it deeply into the hot warmth of his throat. Jon's eyes 
rolled back in his head, his body tensed and he cried out, desperate to climax as he felt such amazing duel 


sensations. His whole body was screaming, tensing up, pulsing with electric pleasure, yet he could not cum. 
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Chapter 14 

After a while Tico noticed that Dave was groaning as he sucked on Jon's cock. He watched as Dave knelt up, 
and groaned himself when he saw Dave's swollen lips and glowing cheeks. He knew without a doubt that Dave 
had just shot his load in his trousers. 

Dave realised Tico was watching him and dropped his head in shame. He stood up and walked out of the room. 
As he cleaned himself up in the bathroom he wished he could summon up the courage to tell Tico how he felt. 


With a sigh he splashed his face then went back through to the lounge. 


Tico pulled his fist out of Jon at Richie's signal and went to clean himself up, he smiled when he bumped into 


Dave in the hall and Dave would not meet his eyes. 
Richie watched Jon quivering on his knees; his eyes were closed, his breath ragged. Richie walked over and told 
Jon to touch himself. Jon trembled as he took his cock and balls in his hands, groaning as he pulled on his 


throbbing flesh. 


When Tico came back in he sat down by Dave and watched Jon for a few minutes. Richie walked over to Jon 


and undid the gag and pulled it from Jor's lips. 

"Do you want to cum?" Richie asked as he dropped the gag on the coffee table. 

"Yes. Master.please..need.cum." Jon continued fo jerk his cock, groaning loudly between words as he spoke. 
"Why don't you cum Jon?" Richie asked as he stroked Jon's hair 

"Can't. Master..Can't.. 

"Make yourself cum Jon" Richie moved away and sat back down 

Tico and Dave both watched entranced as Jon let go of his balls and twisted his arm behind himself. He pushed 
his fingers straight into his entrance and started to thrust them in and out, all the time pulling on his cock 


and balls with his other hand. 


Jon's whole body was quivering as he hit his sweet spot over and over. His cock was dripping copiously, his 


eyes were rolling back and tears running down his face as he tried to bring himself to climax. 
"Please..Master..make me cum..need..you to..please..Master..please..need..you.." Jon rambled between groans. 


"Why can't he climax?" Tico asked Richie. 


"Because | haven't given him permission" Richie lit a cigarette and watched for a few minutes then told Jon to 


stop. Jon let his hands drop to his sides and whimpered quietly. 


Richie walked over to Jon and whispered in his ear, not touching Jon at all. Jon's eyes opened for a split second 
then rolled back as his body arched. He cried out loudly as his cock spurted streams of cum onto the floor. 
Jon's body continued to spasm for several minutes. Richie caught him as he fell backwards and held him gently 


as he recovered from the violent climax. 


When Jon had calmed down and was able to support himself again Richie pointed to the splashes of cum on the 


floor. "| think you'd better clean up your mess!" 
Jon nodded and slowly bent forwards onto his hands and knees, he blushed as he remembered that Dave and 


Tico were sat watching him but obediently lowered his head and started to lick the splashes of cum from the 


floor. 
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Chapter Fifteen 

As Tico watched Jon licking his own cum off the floor he noticed that he could hear David breathing raggedly 
beside him. He glanced over and saw that David was also watching Jon. David's face was flushed, his eyes were 
wide and his mouth was slightly open. Tico lowered his gaze to Dave's crotch and smiled as he saw the denim 
was being forced upward by Dave's erection 

A groan from Jon brought Tico's eyes away from David. Jon was kneeling up, using one finger to wipe the drips 
of sperm from his cock and moving them to his mouth. Jon's eyes were glazed as he groaned when his hard 
cock dripped more fluid onto the carpet. 

As Jon bent over once more Tico heard Dave groan quietly beside him. Tico looked at Dave again to see him 
leaning back, his eyes half closed, a small smile on his lips. Tico ran his eyes over Dave's body again, almost 


groaning himself when he saw the small dark wet patch that had appeared at the tent in Dave's jeans. 


With a smile Tico leaned over to Dave and whispered in his ear. "So is it watching Jon or imagining you are in 


his place that gets you so hot?" 


Dave flushed bright red. His heart was pounding as he felt another drop of pre-come escape from his cock. He 


almost shot his load when Tico's hand rubbed over his denim-clad erection. 

"Well, which one is it?" Tico squeezed Dave's cock gently. 

"Imagining it" Dave dropped his eyes as Tico chuckled beside him. 

"You want to be a slave?" Tico whispered. 

"Yes." Dave breathed as his cock lurched in his trousers. 

"Would you like to be my slave?" Tico ran his tongue over Dave's ear as he spoke. 

"Uhh..yes." Dave moaned as Tico squeezed his cock again. 

"Prove it!" Tico removed his hand from David's cock and sat back. 

"How? What do you want me to do?" David glanced at Tico then dipped his head, hiding his flushed face. 


"Go over to Richie and ask if we can use Jon's room for the night. Then ask if he and Jon would like to watch 


you get initiated into slavery." 


David's knees trembled as he stood up. His heart was pounding so hard he thought it would burst through his 


chest. He kept his head lowered as he walked over to where Richie was sat. He glanced at Jon who was now sat 


on the floor between Richie's legs looking completely sated. 


"Richie" Dave spoke keeping his eyes on the floor. "Would you mind if um.. Tico and | used Jon's room tonight? 


And um..would you..would you and Jon like..to um..watch?" 

David's whole body was trembling with nerves as Tico led him upstairs. He had not been expecting this tonight. 
His head was spinning, his pulse was racing and his cock was rock hard with anticipation. The fact that Jon and 
Richie would be watching filled him with dread and excitement. 

When they entered the room, Jon and Richie sat on the bed and got comfortable, ready for the show. 

"Strip and get on your knees!" Tico commanded. 

David fumbled with his buttons; his hands were shaking so much he struggled to undo them. After a few 
minutes Tico stepped forward and quickly undid them and pulled the shirt off Dave's shoulders, then undid 
Dave's jeans and let them fall to the floor. Dave lowered his head in embarrassment as his body was revealed. 
His cock was oozing pre-come and he was very aware of the three pairs of eyes watching him. 


"On your knees," Tico said sternly as he kicked Dave's clothing across the floor. 


Dave dropped to the floor and knelt down, he kept his head lowered and resisted the urge to try to cover 
himself up with his hands as Tico walked round him. 


Tico stopped in front of him and bent down. He ran a single finger over Dave's cock then stood up as Dave 


groaned. Just that one touch sent pulses of electricity through Dave's body leaving him breathless. 


"We're going to have to do something about that" Tico growled as he stood over Dave. "Richie, do you have a 
cock ring that would fit him? | don't want this to be over before it starts." 


"Sure, | think there's one in that drawer." Richie pointed to the cabinet. "It's too small for Jon but | should think 
itll be about the right size for David." 


David cringed in shame as he heard Richie speak. He looked down at his cock which had softened a bit at the 


words. He knew that he wasn't quite as well endowed as Jon, but it wasn't that much smaller. 
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"Have you ever been with a man before?" Tico asked as he put the cock ring on David 
"Yes, once, at college. Uuungh..." Dave moaned as Tico squeezed his cock 

"Did he fuck you? Or did you fuck him?" 

"| fucked him. Oh God, Tico. Ohhh" Dave trembled as Tico pumped him hard. 

"You are to address me as Sir or Master! 

"Ohh, ahhh, yes, Master" Dave thrust his hips against Tico's hand. 

"So, have you ever had anything up your ass?" 

"No, Master" David whimpered as Tico let go of him and moved away. 


‘lm going to stretch you a bit so it doesn't hurt too much when | fuck you." Tico pressed a hand to Dave's 


shoulder so he leaned forward onto his hands and knees. 


David moaned as he felt Tico trail his fingers down his buttocks. He tensed as a cold lubed finger pressed 
against his tight virgin entrance and rubbed gently. 


"Relax, let me in," Tico murmured from behind him. 


David concentrated on relaxing his muscles and cried out at the burning sensation as Tico's finger breached his 
tight hole. He quivered as Tico started to thrust his finger in and out. Dave moaned as a sudden flash of 
intense pleasure shot through him, then he gasped as it happened again. He felt Tico pressing another finger 
into his ass alongside the first one. Soon he was panting and moaning as his body trembled under Tico's skilled 


hands. 


Tico withdrew his fingers and rubbed lube onto his cock He leant forward and rubbed it against Dave's awaiting 
hole, smiling as he felt Dave tense up underneath him. He nudged his cock insistently at the tight entrance and 
groaned as he felt the muscle relax. David screamed as Tico slipped into him. He froze as the burning pain shot 
up his spine. Tico slowly nudged himself in a little bit at a time until his cock was buried deep inside Dave. He 
slowly withdrew, smiling as Dave's tight flesh rippled around him. Tico pushed straight back in to the hilt, 
hitting Dave's prostate on the way. David groaned as pleasure radiated through him; he had not expected it to 
feel this good. He panted as Tico moved faster, the hard hot spear of flesh sending waves of pleasure crashing 


over his body. 


Tico pulled out and instructed David to stand up. He made David bend forward over the whipping horse. David 
found his arms and legs tied securely to the wooden legs on either side of the horse, rendering him completely 


immobile. He could already feel his blood rushing to his head as his cock was pressed against the hard leather. 


Dave screamed as the whip landed repeatedly on his ass and back. He was crying, begging Tico to stop as the 
pain radiated through his body. His cock was throbbing painfully, restrained by the metal ring and rubbed by 
the harsh leather. He grit his teeth and trembled in his bonds as the whip fell again 


Jon groaned quietly as he watched David. He wondered if he looked as erotic when he was in the same position 


He wished he were the one in that position now. He leaned back against Richie's chest and sighed gently. 


Richie looked down at Jon and saw the wistful look in his eyes. He smiled and pressed a kiss to Jon's lips. Then, 


gently pushing Jon away, he climbed off the bed. 


Jon watched as Richie whispered in Tico's ear. Then, a flash of jealousy ripped through him as he watched 


Richie walk round to Dave's head. 


Jon brought his knees up to his chest and wrapped his arms around them. He watched in horror as Richie 


unzipped his trousers. He wanted to scream as Richie pressed his cock against Dave's lips. 


Tico dropped the whip and unbuttoned his jeans. He stepped up behind David and pushed his cock into the 
awaiting hole. David opened his mouth in a silent scream and Richie took the opportunity to slide his cock inside. 
Jon could hear Dave groaning as he was filled up both ends. Jon watched as Richie's eyes met Tico's and they 
matched their rhythms. 


Jon buried his face as he realised Richie was getting close to climax. Jealousy roared around his head as he 
heard Richie cry out in pleasure. He could not believe that David would get to taste Richie's delicious fluid. Or 


that Richie would cast him to the side and take pleasure with someone else. 


